
NOT EVEN A 
GAS STATION

(48.702716,11.48811)



Hello my name is Cem and this is my travelogue. I am from Turkey and there is a saying in my 
country (!); “every Turk is born a soldier”. I am not. I hate weapons, wars, borders, nations and all 
that bullshit. Almost four years ago the government forced me to become a soldier, as they do with 
every Turkish man. So I ran away, and from that moment on I was a deserter. Actually I have been 
having problems with this system since I was a kid. In Turkey they slowly introduce the system to 
you with marches, uniforms, lineups and military discipline as of the first years in school. They stand-
ardize you and your comfort zone becomes obeying a structure. It reminds me of factories: 
interchangeable people like interchangeable parts of a machine... Anyway, not being able to go back 
to Turkey makes me sick, restless. So for a while I have been planning to cross the border to my 
homeland (!). The problem is if I get caught they will put me in the army immediately but I am taking 
my chances. Tomorrow is the first day of my trip.
 
I am writing this travelogue because I am really bad with planning and also I hope this will help people 
to understand why I am doing this trip. I will try to write as much as I can.
 
After a bit of research I decided to hitchhike until Athens and than go to the Samos Island by ferry 
and pass the border from Samos Island via the sea. Two of my old friends helped me out with the 
plan. Bob is a Dutch guy I met in İstanbul almost six years ago. He lived in İstanbul for two years and 
hitchhiked between Amsterdam and İstanbul several times. He can even speak Turkish and he is 
sitting next to me right now. He’ll come with me to the starting point; liftershalte. It is a spot where 
you can easily catch a ride. My other friend is Poyraz. I know him from my parent’s summer house. He 
is a fisherman. We used to go fishing together sometimes. When we got closer I found out he had been 
in jail; many crazy stories. He used to smuggle people from Turkey to Greece illegally until he got 
caught. He was sentenced to two years in prison. Now he is making a living only by fishing. So he has 
the boat that I need. I’ll write about the detailed plan later.
 



I just finished dinner with Bob and he gave me his last advice. Probably I won’t have a proper meal for 
a while. Anyway here is the outline of the plan.

 First day
I’ll pass through Arnhem, Essen, Düsseldorf, Cologne, Frankfurt, Nuremberg and stop in Munich. 
It’s approximately 820 kilometers.

 Second day
I’ll pass through Austria (Salzburg, Villach) to Slovenia (Bled, Ljubljana, Krško) until the east of 
Croatia (Zagreb, Sisak, Slavonski Brod, Vukovar) I’ll stop before it gets dark, somewhere between 
Zagreb and Vukovar. Between Munich and Vukovar is almost 850 kilometers.
 
 Third day
I’ll pass through Serbia (Sremska Mitrovica, Belgrade, Paraćin, Niš, Vranje) until the south of 
Macedonia (Kumanovo, Skopje, Veles, Negotino) it is approximately 650 kilometers.
 
 Fourth day
I’ll pass through Greece until Piraeus, which is a bit further than 10 kilometersfrom Athens 
(Axioupoli, Thessaloniki, Katerini, Larissa, Volos, Lamia, Atalanti and Athens). It is almost 620 
kilometers.
 
 Fifth day
I’ll take the ferry from Piraeus to Samos, and there are two ports in Samos. I need to go to the second 
one; Vathy. It will take me around 10 hours. Poyraz told me that there are also small boats, which 
carry merchandise to the islands. After reaching Samos I will need to go to the south of the island. 
Then I need to swim almost a kilometer in the direction of Bayrak Island. Poyraz will take me from 
there. He told me there is a radar system that will detect the boat if he tries to come too close to the 
Samos Island. Actually nobody tries to go into Turkey from Greece. Usually the opposite happens. 
As I know from Syria, Iran, Iraq even Turkey. People go into Turkey and then to Greece and spread all 
Europe in search of money, life safety, civil rights and so on.

01:00 

 
This is the complete list of what I’ll bring with me:
 Passport,
 Dutch residence permit,
 tent,
 backbag,
 map,
 flask,
 swimming short,
 some food (biscuits, crackers and etc.),
 swiss knife,
 lighter and matches,
 toilet paper,
 torch,
 laser pointer,
 swimming fins,
 3 boxers,
 3 t-shirts,
 2 socks,
 a pair of slippers,
 a pair of shoes,
 a pair of jeans,
 a pair of shorts,
 a raincoat,
 a sweatshirt,
 a watch with a compass,
 notebook,
 pen.
 
It is almost 01:00. I’ve checked everything. Bob fell asleep half an hour ago. I’ll try to sleep 
as well. Need to wake up early. It will be a long trip.



 It was really hard to get out of the bed but it is a bright day and I had a very 

good breakfast with Bob.  Then we walked 
through the city and now we are at the Liftershalte (52.348735,4.922063). Bob is 
more excited than me. It is 09:00 and I have almost 3500 kilometers to go.
 
After 15 minutes of waiting a car stopped. Bob wished me luck one last time and 
I am on my way.
 
Now I am at a gas station near Utrecht (52.143825,5.0008). The guy was weird.

09:00 Liftershalte  09:35 near Utrecht

FIRST DAY



 I didn’t understand why he took me in. He was from 
Poland. He had dull, blue eyes. He probably dropped his soul and he doesn’t even want to remember 
where. He had a buff body and short hair. On his right arm there is an eagle tattoo. I guess he was a 
soldier once. He gives you the feeling that he can misunderstand and bash your head in at any moment, 
so I didn’t talk to him at all. Probably because of the silence he turned on the radio. There was news 
or something like a talk show was on. After 3 years I still don’t understand any Dutch. Languages... 
Fuck the tower of babel and the merciful gods who punished us. Anyway, he was listening to the radio 
attentively and reacting exaggeratedly, probably to show that he knows Dutch. There was a silly tension 
in the car. At least he was driving fast. After 20 minutes he dropped me off here. It isn’t a good start; 
only 30 kilometersNow I realize how long 3500 kilometersis. The weather is getting warmer and there is 
dung smell in the air because of the fields. I hate this smell. At least I have this tree. There is a big 
parking lot behind the station. And behind the lot there are a bunch of trees. I took a piss under a tree 
and sat under the other one. I feel better even the smell is... When you start thinking about something, 
you immediately notice it more. I have a long way to go and this smell to run away from.
 
After 30 minutes of asking random people, a lovely old lady picked me up. I am usually lucky with old 
ladies because somehow they all have a son or grandson like me. I guess she is in her early 60’s. She has 
grey hair, which gives her a serene look. Her name is Ellen 

 and Ellen doesn’t believe in sin. Because of her calm 
face and the smile in her eyes, I feel relaxed. I guess it comes with the vast experience of being a good 
mother.
 
She is going to Arnhem and she is driving really slowly. We also got stuck in a traffic jam. Her English 
is also not good, however she is so kind not to let the silence be. She stopped me from writing, asking 
me what I am writing about. After I tell her what, she kept asking more questions and I kept answering. 
She was surprised when she found out I am Turkish. I guess she has preconceived notions about Turkish 
people. Brown skin, a lot of hair, burka, maybe even camels; migration... The weirdest thing is after 
hearing about everything she didn’t try to change my mind about this trip. When I think about my 
grandmothers or my mother or any old lady from Turkey they would at least try and they would  never 
give up, which is why they usually succeed. I think, after the September 12th Coup* in Turkey every-
body lost some confidence, belief and hope. Everybody lost somebody. So parents don’t want their 
children to be involved in any type of political movement ever again. Depoliticization came with torture, 
fear and disappearance of thousands. A generation lost.
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* within a very short time, there were 650,000 people 
detained. Among the detainees, 230,000 were tried, 
14,000 were stripped of citizenship, and 50 were ex-
ecuted. In addition, hundreds of thousands of people 
were tortured, and thousands are still missing. A total 
of 1,683,000 people were blacklisted.



I am now at the second gas station of my trip, near Arnhem (52.021083,5.753727). 
60 kilometersmore. It took us almost one and a half hour. She wished me luck and 
dropped me off here. Long live Ellen. There are woods around the gas station. 
Under the trees there are ugly blue picnic tables. Somehow they remind me of the 
dirty alleys of Brussels. At least it is fresh under the trees. It is 11:30, almost 90 
kilometersin two and a half hours. I should find a truck with a German plate, as 
Bob suggested, to keep going further. 
 

This time I only asked truckdrivers and it took me almost half an hour to find one who is going to 
Frankfurt, a little more than 350 kilometers. Of course the driver is Turkish. His name is Ramazan 

 and he is 37 years old. Actually he looks younger. He is a big man 
with a big belly but his hands are really small and his voice is ironically squeaky. In combination with his 
accent it gives him a naive look. He said he was born in Duisburg but he is from Konya*. His father 

migrated to Duisburg in the mid. 60’s to work in the mines. As I know after the 60’s many Turks were 
send to Germany for hard laboring. Usually they were working in terrible conditions and earning little. 
Human trafficking. Intelligent beings as goods for the sake of their country. It never changes. Don’t 
they want me as a shield or as a weapon for the sake of my country. We are all just metas.
 
He said he lost his father 14 years ago when he was 58 and added the first generation usually died 
young because of the working conditions. Now there are nearly two million official Turkish immigrants 
in Germany who are ausländer in Germany and almancı** in Turkey. No longer needed or degenerated. 
Turkish nationalist in Europe and proud to be European in Turkey. Foreigners everywhere...
 
He was complaining about Duisburg. The greyness and the boredom; the stomping ground and home-
sickness. He told me that Germany even imports coal from China and the economy is not good like the 
old times. He was complaining without taking a breath. When I found a break I asked why he doesn’t 
just move back to Turkey. He took a deep breath then he said they settled down here long ago, his 
children are studying, the retirement plan, bla bla bla. Castrated; missing balls. Then there comes the 
sad silence; if onlys... It is easy to see he is daydreaming now. Butterfly effect. Fucking butterflies; 
fragile and beautiful. I try to imagine him as a butterfly. He is everything a butterfly is not, except for 
the absence of the balls. Because of his weight his seat was dented and his arms were formed into a 
part of the steering wheel. After a while it gets hard to think about Ramazan and 
the truck, separately.
 
When we were near Duisburg the silence stopped. He asked me if I was hungry and 
if I’ve ever tried etliekmek***. When I said yes he said not like this and now we are 
in a restaurant in Duisburg (51.488104,6.739426).

* is a conservative city which is located in the middle 
of Anatolia.
** Ausländer: foreigner (immigrant), almancı: turkish 
living in germany.
*** a traditional food from Central Anatolia.
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The owner is a friend of him. His name is Ibrahim.  
He is also from Konya. There are MHP* emblems, Islamic prayers and photos of Konya on the walls. Me, 
religion and nationalism in the same place. It is dangerous. Anyway etliekmek is ready, we will eat.
 
Etliekmek is really good, I give him that. However when i told about my idea about militarism he got a 
bit frustrated and after I told him I am not Muslim he totally freaked out. He could handle a Non-Muslim 
German but a Turk who also hates military... This is ridiculous, I never let anybody judge my ideas or 
beliefs with prejudice. I guess before nations and borders, fascism starts between two people. Ramazan 
realized the situation and asked him to talk in private. They went out. A real fanatic. With the attitude 
of the Turkish government, this pressure is becoming stronger and stronger. They are assimilating 
people and making those people to assimilate the others. A generation is growing up with a forced iden-
tity. And who tries to stop or even talk about this, directly goes to prison and waits for their trials for 
years. It is really pathetic and makes me sick. Another generation is lost. Ramazan is calling my name. 
We are leaving.
 
We are in the truck. Ramazan is quiet and he looks uncomfortable. I guess he is also offended after he 
found out I am not Muslim. It feels awkward.

After a while when I hear his voice in my mind... A person with that tone couldn’t 
hurt anybody. It is clear that he is also molded by the culture. Sometimes your 
naivety assists the fascist inside you. Is he really responsible for his ideas (?) His 
father was a meta and now he thinks he needs to be one too. It is probably the 
easiest way. Vicious circle. Also his father, did he live for nothing (?) Meaning-
less in the most boring way. But is it meaningful how I live, this trip (?) Grandpa, 
save me.
 
Duisburg is a lot like my hometown**; melancholic. The green tries to outshine the 
grey but doesn’t succeed. However there is no sea. I don’t like cities without 
a seaside. They give you the feeling that everything was decided a long time ago. 
They have their own unchangeable faith. There is nothing you can do about it. 
And this fucking railways, running parallel to the road and each other. They will 
never come together. Just like Ramazan. This city, Ramazan, the grey and the 
absence of the sea, it’s all making me depressed.
 
After more than an hour Ramazan told me not to worry about İbrahim. 
I know he has a good heart. He started to talk about İbrahim’s nephew who was 
killed by terrorists in 1994. Then we talked about terrorism. He had common 
ideas and the common hate about the terror, which only makes things harder. Still 
a lot of people are dying because of terrorism. Still both sides are proud about 
the corpses. How does this hate conquers the people (?) Who keeps this alive (?) 
I can’t imagine myself killing someone. But if they caught me and I became a 
soldier... This is pathetic. I should stop asking this kind of questions to myself.
 
Once again I am at a gas station. It is very close to Frankfurt 
(50.033596,8.512322). It is 17:40, about 450 kilometers done. Ramazan wished me 
luck and went his own way. I don’t think the road will ever take me to Duisburg 
again but this city will always remind me of him with their same unchangeable 
faith. He will be driving with If onlys until he becomes too old to drive. I am 

17:40 near Frankfurt  19:20 Würzburg11:30 near Arnhem 12:35 etliekmek

* a far-right nationalist party in Turkey.
** Zonguldak; is a mining city in Black Sea 
region.



feeling sad for him, then for everybody else and at the end of course for myself. This is depressing.
 
The famous Frankfurt airport is a couple of kilometers away. You can watch the planes take off from my 
gas station. I really like it. So slow, they look artificial. But after a while the noise drives you crazy. 
I know there is no flight between 23:00 and 05:00 because of the noise. A chic slap to capitalism’s face, 
which puts a smile on mine...
 
After waiting for almost 20 minutes a young couple picked me up. Marvin and Ceyda.

 They are from Cologne. Ceyda’s 
parents are Turkish but she was born in Cologne so her Turkish is not fluent. 
After Ramazan and Ibrahim it is easy to see that she adapted well to the German 
culture. Third generation. They are going to see the famous castle Schloss 
Neuschwanstein. They told me they can take me to Würzburg.
 
The next gas station. I am near Würzburg (49.760768,10.057059). They were both 
super excited about the castle. When one stopped to breathe the other started to 
talk about how amazing the castle is. They were exact opposites of each other. 
Ceyda was talking about Cinderella, Marvin was talking about Mad King Ludwig. 
Ceyda was telling me how romantic it is, Marvin was talking about the 

neo-romantic architecture and after 80 minutes they still had something to say. Actually they were cute 
together. Maybe there will be a marriage proposal in the castle. Anyway, I really need to pee.
 
This time I didn’t need to ask anybody to pick me up. When I went to the toilet, whistling the ride of 
the Valkyries*, there was a man inside who was in his mid 60s. He smiled and I nodded. He was washing 
his hands. I kept whistling and peed. Even though he finished washing his hands he didn’t leave. It was 
a bit annoying and distractive. Apparently he was waiting for me. He started up a conversation about 
Wagner and we chatted a bit. Now I am in his fancy Mercedes and we are going to Munich. His name is  

Hermann and  Hermann 

HERMANN

 is a businessman from head to toe. He is 
a real fan of Wagner. He just put on Rienzi**.
 
I am not sure if he is an anti-semitic but I am sure he is a nationalist. He thinks Bavaria is the center 
of the world. “Ja so ist das” *** He has some confident colonist thoughts. He told me a story about the 

* composed by Richard Wagner.
** is an early opera by Wagner.
*** yes, it is like that.
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time he was in Argentina and he had a driver. When they were traveling he let him eat what he ate but 
of course not at the same table. “Ja so ist das”. He is helping me, he is old, but... It is clear his role 
model is Wagner. Even the way he confirms himself is like an insistent, arrogant leitmotif. 
A BMW just passed us and of course he turned crazy. It was funny but now he is racing with the guy.
 
He kept going, until the other guy gave up. “Ja so 
ist das”. Hermann is in heaven now. The smile on his 
face is really irritating me. Everyone gets old. Fuck 
him.

 
That old pervert... He drove me 
nuts in less than an hour. After 
that adrenalin rush and with 
Rienzi winding me up, I could 
just hit him. There was no way 
out. I ordered him to stop. He 
tried to say something, I re-
peated loudly then he got it. 
Now I am not even at a gas 
station (48.702716,11.488114). 
At least it is not dark yet.
 
I walked back more or less a 
hundred meters to a small lake 
(Pichler See) surrounded by 
trees. If I can’t find a car soon 
I’ll camp here but the noise of 
the autobahn might drive me 
crazy. The last time I saw a sign 

it was 80 kilometers to Munich and it is 21:15 now. 

NOT EVEN A 
GAS STATION

(48.702716,11.48811)

Let’s see.
 
Finally my luck turned again. It is 21:35 and two guys 

 around my age take me in. They are from Munich. When they 
found out I am from Turkey the first thing they asked was, which football team I am a fan of. When 
I said I don’t support any team they got disappointed. They even know Turkish teams with details such 
as players, which cups they won, bla bla bla. After a while when they realized that I really don’t give 
a shit about football, they started talking to each other in German. I have never been a fan of anything. 
I never caught the point of being bound to something that absurd and I always have nicer things to
do than watch a game. Maybe it is a matter of taste, maybe I just missed out on something. I guess we 
have more power over our emotions than we think. We choose to like things.
 
Now I am at Lußsee (48.196669,11.419754), half an hour away from the center of Munich. It is 22:20. 

21:15 side of the road – Pichler see 22:40 Lußsee21:15 side of the road – Pichler see 22:40 Lußsee



The guys took me here after I told them about my camping idea. They told me 
with a mocking tone, that it is impossible to camp in the center and if I do the 
police will take me in 
a second. Actually I also heard that the police are rough in Munich. Anyway it 
was nice of them to take me here. There is a big lake surrounded by woods. 
I could hardly build my tent because of the dark. But I guess I found a nice spot. 
Now I am in my tent. About 800 kilometersaway from my starting point. It took 
me almost 14 hours. I am really tired and hungry. Also my mind is baffled after all 
the people, kilometers, cars, signs, trees, gas stations, bla, bla.
 
I ate some biscuits and crackers and went out, can’t see much but it feels calm 
here. There is some noise coming from the other side of the lake and a bonfire 
enables me too see some silhouettes. They are shouting and laughing probably 
doing something crazy. I guess this is the beach the guys were talking about. It is 
really interesting how we behave when there is nobody around to judge us. 
Anyway my ears are still ringing from Wagner. I probably won’t listen to him for a 
long while.
 
When you hitchhike, you are more vulnerable. Some people take you in only 
because they have something to tell and after you are in their car, it is their 
habitat. It is not about you it is about them or their conscience. You can’t deny it. 
If somebody has power over you, you can see their beings clearer. But at the end 
of the day everybody is trying to BE and they are forced to be a part of some-
thing. They are forced to behave like each other. Usually they are not even aware 
of it but they are also forcing you to behave like them. “L’enfer c’est les autres” * 
you should believe what they believe. If you don’t, you are one of the others and 
the existence of the others is like a tumor in their body. Still Wagner!
 
 
 

* hell is the others – from a Sartre play (Huis clos).
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SECOND DAY
 
It is 07:00 I slept more than I should have. It was impossible to stay in the tent any longer. You couldn’t 
breathe anymore. So I am out, sitting under a tree again. Testing gravity. I had weird dreams. So many 
people. They all remind me of each other.
 

“The apparition of these faces in the crowd;
petals on a wet black bough.” 

 
Ezra didn’t believe in people, I guess that made him into a fascist. I don’t know how much I believe in 
people but I have faith in nature. It is transparent and chaotic, which makes me feel safe. And people, 
faces are becoming liquid. I want to swim.
 

When I was swimming, two security guys  came up to 
me and told me that camping is not allowed here. They wanted to give me a fine but after talking for a 
while they were okay. Yet they still waited until I packed up my tent.

07:40 side of the road 08:30 gas station before Holzkirchen turn



 

If you really like the water you would be a fish, gods are never mistaken.
 
I walked away from the water to the road and crossed to the other side of the 
autobahn (48.196331,11.409398). There isn’t any gas station around here and cars 
are passing quite fast. I hope somebody will pick me up soon.
 
After waiting for 10 minutes a weird couple took me in. Thomas and Michaela. 

 When I got into their jeep they 
were arguing because they’ve missed the turn so now they need to go some extra kilometers. If they 
wouldn’t have missed the turn they wouldn’t have taken me in. So I guess by taking me in they could 
give some meaning to their mistake. I am sure it was Michaela’s idea, since Thomas doesn’t seem 
friendly at all. He is a portly man in his mid 50’s. He has a big head and big hands. He only releases 
Michaela’s leg to change the gear. I’ve heard that being touched has a great effect. I even heard that if 
you don’t touch a baby it will die. I guess being touched this much adds Michaela a lot. She has a hot 
body and she moves sensuously. How she sits, behaves and talks, she looks wild. I feel like there is a big 

sexual tension in the car. I guess she is trying to piss Thomas off with me. It is 
clear that Thomas is used to this situation. He is sure that I won’t go along with 
this jealousy game and I am sure with those hands he can break my neck in a 
blink of an eye.
 
40 minutes. Almost 70 kilometers. Before they took the turn to Holzkirchen they 
dropped me off at a gas station (47.907281,11.717433). Michaela winked at me 
one more time before I got off. Thomas told her to stop it but he used a different 
name; Gina. Good-bye Gina. It is 08:30 and I have a long way to go.
 
This time the first car I tried took me in. Joseph,

 a talkative math teacher from 
Stuttgart who is going to Schwendt. He rented a cabin with some friends. Fresh 
air and clean water from a spring, surrounded by the mountains. It sounds really 
peaceful. I hope I will pass the border without any problems and find some peace 
at the end. We only drove for 32 kilometers. Now I am at the roadside under 
the Innsbruck turn sign (47.810968,12.087944). It wasn’t a good idea to jump into 
the first car without asking where he was heading to.
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After 15 minutes of hitchhiking, three young guys took me in who are going to 
Salzburg. Noem, Diego and Simon.

 They are all in their early 20’s 
and going to a theatre play of Simon’s sister in Salzburg. They are all really funny 
and friendly and smell of weed hangs in the car.
 
Now I am at a gas station just before Salzburg (47.768234,12.948758). It is almost 
10:00 and I am stoned. 10 minutes after they took me into the car Diego pulled 
out a joint. He lit it and asked me if I wanted to smoke. Of course I didn’t refuse. 
I took a puff then another one and another one. Only Noem wasn’t smoking and 
he told me that both Simon and Diego had been caught with weed. They both got 
sentenced to do social work. Diego was the unlucky one. His task was to take care 
of old people in a nursery home. Basically, he had to clean up shit. But then 
again, it is better than being raped in a prison. Crime and how the governments 
deal with it. The fucking system needs criminals, sick people. It feeds with prob-
lems then prisons and hospitals become investments. And if you are at the bottom 
of the pyramid you are more likely to end up in a prison or a hospital*. Anyway, 

after I told them that I camped at Lußsee they were really surprised. They were telling me stories 
about how the police is so strict in Munich. They also complained about how expensive the city is. 
After a while we ended up talking about Dachau. And in that moment they all became serious. They 
were so much aware of what happened and were sensitive about that. Then I learned since their child-
hood they have been taught about all this stuff. I find it a bit psychopathic to show a concentration 
camp to a child. Legitimating the monster. I am so stoned and my blood pressure goes down. I need to 
eat something. I’ll write about this later.
 
20 minutes and some cookies later, I feel sober again. This is the biggest gas station I have stopped at 
so far. There is even an ugly hotel. I guess it is because of the former border of the European Union. 
Now I am in Austria. Being here after all that Nazi talk reminds me of the World War II. The rise of the 
nationalism ideology and that the whole fight to divide the world; colonialism, new way of slavery. Slave 
countries. Now we have a post-modern way; capitalizing and it is collapsing. It smells like apocalypse. 
I need to follow the A10 to the south and there is still a long way to go.
 
It took more than 20 minutes to find a car. The driver is in his late 40’s and he is from Cologne. His 

* several studies about socioeconomic gradient in 
heath shows poverty causes more psychosocial stress 
so poor people become sick and commit crimes more 
often.
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name is also Simon  but he is the opposite of the 
previous one. He is really quiet and looks incredibly sad. Ironically “Die 
Entführung aus dem Serail”* is playing. He is going to Große Kinigat**. It feels 
like he took me in for some ethereal reasons. He is having a very emotional mo-
ment. But at least I have the Alps to gaze into.
 
Now I am on the side of the autobahn (46.831499,13.486297). There is a rusty 
metal sculpture of a family on the side. I saw another one of an eagle 500 meters 
ago. Simon will also get rusty after all this melancholia. After a while Simon 
started to talk. First he was talking about the Große Kinigat. In 2011 the govern-
ment tried to sell the mountains because of the crises. But locals didn’t let it 
happen. “Indignation to abuse”. But I believe crises will repeat themselves. 
Repetition of these problems; as Hegel said it is a sign that a deeper historical 

process is unfolding. What the fuck am I talking about! Basically people are getting mad all around the 
world and they are revolting against the present system. They understand the socio-economical system 
is not working any more. At least they know what they don’t want. When I was saving the world in my 
mind Simon started to tell his real story. First he was talking about Beethoven, why he is better than 
Mozart, bla bla. Then his eyes got filled with tears and I learned that his wife had passed away three 
months ago. Of course she was a Mozart fan. Now he is going to the mountains, which they were plan-
ning to go to together. It is really sad. We had to pull over because he started crying like crazy. It was 
really intense. After we had stopped, he told me how she died and how she smiled to him before her last 
breath. After 10 minutes of an emotional explosion we hit the road again and he started telling nice 
stories about her. She was a great observer. He mentioned that she realized the Mozart sculpture in 
Salzburg was right-handed. But Amadeus was a lefty. It was turning tragicomic with the music. She was 
very optimistic and hopeful. But she died as he was the pessimistic one and he is still suffering. 
It wasn’t fair that she died before him. I guess that last smile has been a curse to him. It is almost 
12:15 and I need to keep on going.
 
15 minutes after I started to hitchhike the police came. They were really rough. Xenophobia***. 

 Before they even asked, I was opening my bag to 
show my passport. They were checking it very carefully like they really wanted to find a fault. When I 
asked why they were behaving like this, they told me to shut up. When I started smiling they became 

* the abduction from the Seraglio; is an opera 
by Mozart.
** Monte Cavallino; is a mountain in the Carnic 
Alps.
*** is a dislike or fear of people from other 
countries or of that, which is perceived to be 
foreign or strange.
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really angry but they didn’t do anything. They couldn’t do anything anyhow but because of them I lost 
half an hour. Cars were passing by checking me out like I comitted a crime. I was a terrorist and the 
protectors of the law saved them. With providing an enemy image for the society and feeding the nation-
alist idea they are stealing people’s liberties. It repeats itself; Hitler did it in 1933 with burning down 
his own parliament building and blaming the communist terrorists*. Bush did it with 9/11. And all the 
others... all this false flag operations and anti-terror legislations. Controlling people with fear. Starting 
ridiculous wars for the sake of homeland security with a stupid monstrous myth. With the equal distribu-
tion of the resources, which are used for wars, neither there will be any poverty nor all these rich people 
in the whole world. It is almost 13:15 and I have done a bit more than 300 kilometers. I still have 70 
kilometers until Slovenia.
 

After 20 minutes of hitchhiking a pretty girl took me in. Mara;  she is 
23 years old and she is from Berlin. She has a nice comfortable van and a partner who is named Lena 

sleeping in the back of the van. What a pity... They are going to Plitvička Jezera**, then Zadar and then 
they will follow the coast until Dubrovnik. She told me she can drop me off before Zagreb.  She is 
always smiling and sometimes she sings along with the music. “you can crush us, you can bruise us, 
yes, even shoot us but oh-the guns of Brixton”. After all that crap this feels like paradise.
 
After a while Lena grumbled from the back and Mara turned off the music. Then we started to talk. 
First about Munich. She was complaining about how rich, clean and organized the city is. She finds 
it super boring. Then she told me how she met Lena in a yomango event in Spain two years ago. She 
was really into the yomango movement, which I never heard of. Maybe because of some romantic rea-
sons. She told me it is an activist anarchist group that sacks the stores and sabotages the adds. What 
they steal they give to poor people. Post modern Robin Hoods. And she added it is more popular in 
Spain but there are supporters in Germany, Italy and Latin America. She sounded a bit naive probably 
because of her blind enthusiasm. The more she talked, the less attractive she got. 
Some people shouldn’t talk so much.
 
Actually the movement is quite interesting, it isn’t a big or effective threat yet but 
there is a possibility of more people getting involved and the movement becoming 
stronger, threatening international companies. A civil disobedience movement, 
which is against the ownership. “La propriété, c’est le vol !.”***

 
It is 14:00 and we are just passing the border. The border lies at the beginning of 
a tunnel, which is named Karavanke. It is almost 8 kilometers long. And finally we 
are in the lucky Slovenia. The apple of old Yugoslavia’s eye. The roads are still in 
good condition. And of course the Alps are still so beautiful.
 
After a while Lena woke up. She is also really friendly. She is 31 and so much 
more mature than Mara. She is not that idealistic at all. I believe Sade**** was 
right when he said, “Idealism is the last luxury of youth.” Lena was really aware 
about what is happening. She said she studied philosophy but she is working in a 
bar in Berlin and cursing the system with some drunken people every night. They 

* “an evil exist that threatens every man, woman 
and child of this great nation. we must take steps 
to ensure our domestic security and protect our 
homeland.” Adolf Hitler, when he announced the 
Gestapo.
** is the oldest national park in southeast Europe 
and world famous for its lakes arranged in cascades.
*** Property is theft! is a slogan coined by French 
anarchist Pierre-Joseph Proudhon in his 1840 book 
What is Property? Or, an Inquiry into the Principle 
of Right and of Government.
**** Marquis de Sade; 1970-1814 french aristocrat, 
revolutionary politician, philosopher and writer, 
famous for his libertine sexuality and lifestyle.
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are asking me what I am writing about. I’ll take a break.
 
We stopped to buy some gas and eat just after Ljubljana (46.02896,14.477899). 
When we were eating they asked me to go with them to the Plitvička Jezera. First 
I said no but they insisted. When I thought about it, it didn’t seem like a bad idea. 
Fun, comfort, food, so I didn’t resist. Also I can easily go to Mostar afterwards. 
I really want to jump from the Stari Most*. But this will cause some changes in my 
plan. Now I need to pass through Montenegro and Albania until Greece. I guess it 
will be more adventurous.
 
It is 15:30 and we almost have 270 kilometers more to go. Although seven years 
passed in the EU, you can still see the effects of communism and you can feel that 
you are in the Balkans. After I mentioned that, Lena started to talk about com-
munism. She is a fan of Zizek. The Elvis of cultural theory, a conservative Marxist 
from a banana republic**. So on and so on. He is a good observer but he is talking 
just as much as Lena. Mara got bored and passed to the back of the van to take a 

nap. Just after that Lena started to lecture about the monetary system. To be happy we are conditioning 
ourselves to possess and all this value system bullshit. She didn’t stop until we got to the Croatian 
border. At the end she was cursing everything with a lot of anger that woke Mara up. She gave a kiss to 
Lena and she got calm 
at the end. Now the road got a bit bumpy. A bit hard to write and we are going slower but at least Lena 

is calm.
 
It is almost 19:00 and in the end we arrive at Plitvička Jezera. It is really huge 
and touristic. We need to pay 15 euros each to get in the park. At least they gave 
us a booklet to guide us in return. There are 16 lakes, many small rivers, even 
waterfalls. As it is written in the guide the colors of the lake are changing con-
stantly depending on the quantity of minerals or organisms in the water and the 
angle of the sunlight from azure to green to grey. Very interesting. It is forbidden 
to swim but we want to swim in one of these lakes before the sunset.

 
The water was a bit cold but really clean. We even found a small waterfall, which 
was surrounded by trees. After swimming for an hour we wanted to turn back but 
we got lost. Now it is 22:00. I am exhausted and also really hungry. I need 
to set up my tent and eat. At least I have some light from the car to set it up.
 
Girls helped me out to set my tent up. They are more experienced than me. We 
then started a bonfire and warmed up some can beans. Then we talked about some 
politics, art, love. The usual bullshit. Now it is 00:30 and the girls went to their 
van to sleep. I also need to sleep. Good night.
 
Shit I can’t sleep because the girls are arguing. Also there is a mosquito in my 
ear. Women.
 
 

* the old bridge: stood for 427 years, until it was 
destroyed on 9th November 1993 by Bosnian Croat 
forces during the Croat-Bosniak war and rebuilt on 
23rd July 2004.
** “in the long run, we’ll not only be wearing banana 
republic t-shirts, but we’ll also be living in the ba-
nana republic.” – Slavoj Zizek
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It is almost 08:00. I didn’t sleep very well. I am still feeling tired. However the 
weather is amazing and I am starving.
 
The girls were awake when I went out from my tent and they were preparing 
breakfast. No sign from the argument. Maybe all that noise wasn’t from fighting. 
While they were cooking I packed my tent up. The breakfast was great and I really 
ate a lot. Then we went for a small walk. It was a bit crowded; a lot of tourists 
but we found a quiet spot then chatted a bit. They were really interested about my 
trip. They asked me to stay more. Actually I wanted to but I said no. I was more 
or less in the middle of my trip. Almost 1500 kilometers. Not bad for two days of 
hitchhiking. Now it is the time to move on.
 

It is almost 10:00 and I am with an Italian catholic family from Milano. Luca, Claudia and their child 

Giulia.  There is a virgin Mary icon on the dashboard holding Baby Jesus and a 
small wooden cross dangling on the mirror. They are going to Zadar to their summer house. Luca is an 
electrical engineer. Claudia has a beauty parlor. And Giulia is just annoying. She is 12 years old but 
pretending to be a woman with that exaggerated attitude and make up. She wants to be a super model 

09:30 Plitvička Jezera 11:40 gas station

and as she told me she is on a very special diet. When she was talking about her diet and dreams 
Claudia was praying to god to make her daughter a super model. Luca realized that I got really bored 
and changed the subject. It was easy to see, that there is a huge gap between him and his daughter. He 
probably is so busy with his work. We ended up talking about Tesla, the great inventor. Alternating 
current, x-rays, radio, remote control, electric motor, robotics, laser and even free energy. Luca was 
counting one by one. It was like meditation for him. The bottom line is the guy was a genius. It wasn’t 
lucrative for the big companies so he died flat broke in a dirty hotel room. After a while Giulia started 
to behave in a weird way. Clearly, she wants all the attention. What a child. In the end Luca shouted at 
her and she started to cry. In the meantime Claudia was asking for help from Jesus. Probably it would 
work better with Saint Nicholas*. I can’t understand how people can still believe in religions. Same 
story from Horus till Jesus, developed politically to manipulate and control masses. It is like a parody 
on the worship of the sun, in which Jesus represents the sun. And all the other prophets which have the 
same story; Horus of Egypt, Attis of Phrygia, Krishna of India, Dionysus of Greece, Mithra of Persia, 
and so on. It is always the same mythological structure. Born of a virgin on 
December 25th, twelve disciples, similar miracles, dead for three days, resurrected, 
bla bla bla and I guess the curse of the holy man was; he just had to suffer the pain, 
even if he could have anything. The more we suffer, the closer we get to god who 
always loves us. Yet if we deny him he’ll send us to the worst place where we will 
burn eternally. It is really sick. Even if there was a god, (s)he wouldn’t be able to 
handle Giulia.
 
We stopped at a gas station, angels of the roads (44.240879,15.567659). Almost 30 
kilometers before the turn because Giulia wanted to pee. I thanked them for the 
ride and ran away. Enough is enough. It is 11:40 and it is not that green any more. 
There are some concrete benches, under a concrete canopy next to the toilets. I 
sat on the furthest one to the toilet and checked the map. Because I need to make 
a small plan. I’ll pass through Zadar, Split until the Bosnian border. Then I will turn 
to Mostar. After that Montenegro; Nikšić, Podgorica and then Albania; Shkodër, 
Tirana, Elbasan, Korçë. The weather is really hot but at least there is no humidity. 
I need to keep going.

* patron saint of prostitutes and children.

09:30 Plitvička Jezera 11:40 gas station

THIRD DAY



 After asking for a ride for 20 minutes I found a Croatian couple who are going to Split. Toni and Vesna 

  are in their early 30’s. Vesna is pregnant and 
they are both in a very good mood. Two minutes after we left the gas station we 
crossed a high bridge*. Toni told me the old bridge was destroyed in the Croatian 
war of independence in 1991 and this bridge was rebuilt in between 93 and 96. 
Croatia is the only catholic country that is not a member of the EU, probably 
because of their bad economy. I don’t know. I can’t know everything. When he 
was talking about Serbs you could still hear the temper in his voice. Also Vesna 
wasn’t so happy any more. After all the death, people are still angry at each 
other. All the ethnic hatred genocides between Catholic Croatians, Orthodox 
Slavs and Muslim Bosnians. Gospić, Ahmići, Srebrenica, Zepa, and so on... Hate 
and some propaganda has turned this entire society were living in together, into a 
society full of enemies. I know on the road I’ll feel the hate between these groups 

09:30 Plitvička Jezera 11:40 a gas station

more and more. Maybe after all they only need “bratstvo i jedinstvo”** again.
 
It is almost 13:30 and I am at another gas station 25 kilometers before the turn to 
Split (43.58622,16.457562). There is an empty small playpen next to the station. 
The weather is really hot. You can cook an egg on the asphalt; another cliché 
about eggs. I could eat a whole chicken but the only thing I have left is biscuit. 
Anyway I realized that going south bitte is turning into prego. This time it is a 
local story of otherness.
 
Now I am with a guy who is going to Mostar. His name is Damir.

 He is 27 years old and has a sad 
story. In the time of war he ran away to Germany with his family and now he is turning
back to marry his childhood love. He said his family turned back after the war was finished but he 

* Maslenica bridge.
** was a popular slogan of the communist party of Yu-
goslavia, means brotherhood and unity.
 

13:35 a gas station 25 kilometers before Split turn 14:10 Damir’s car



stayed for his studies. Then he started working. He is a civil lawyer in Hamburg and settled down there.

At the end we are in Bosnia. After the border, the road became a bit fucked up. We were following the 
Nevetra, the sad green river. With the river everything is turning green. There are small towns in the 
valleys with mosques. You can see minarets; bayonets of Islam* as the Turkish prime minister Erdoğan 
stated. This time we have a pagan myth and all this aggression. There is a good story of Hassan-i 
Sabbah the founder of hashshashins**. He tells his young students if they can complete the education he 
will show them heaven. Then he makes the boys who succeed pass out by mixing some drugs in their 
drinks. When they faint he putss them in a heaven-like place with a lot of beautiful women, wine, hash-

ish, bla bla... After a couple of days he drugs them again and takes them back to 
their normal environment and promises them if they die on the path to god they 
will go there again and stay forever. So we have the suicide killers. There is no 
limit to how much you can manipulate a person and a religion.
 
Now we are in Mostar. It is 16:20. They have a borek*** shop under their house in 
the center of the city. Damir’s mother was preparing some borek when we arrived. 
It was really intense. She was crying because of happiness. She was touching 
Damir’s face as if he is a newborn. As if he could break easily. Then she realized I 

* a simile of the turkish prime minister Recep Tayyib 
Erdogan.
** assassins.
*** a family of pastries or pies made in the Middle East 
and the Balkans.

 

16:20 Damir’s home - Mostar 18:00 Stari Most

was there and Damir introduced us. Her name is Vahida. She can 
speak a little Turkish with a cute accent. Then a pretty girl came running in. Samira,  the childhood 
love. It was so emotional for me that I couldn’t keep watching them so I started looking at the boreks. 
Then Vahida realized I am hungry and gave me some. After all those romantic scenes and my borek, 
I told them I need to leave but Vahida convinced me to stay. It was impossible to say no to her so we all 
went upstairs. At least I won’t stay in a tent tonight. 

It is a small and maybe the most melancholic room I have ever been to but I have a room. There is only 
a bed with a nightstand and a closet in the room. It is quite clean but there is something heavier than 
the dust. You can feel for a long while nobody went in except to clean. Vahida  is calling my name with 
her cute accent. I am going.
 
She gave me a towel and told me I could use the shower. She also asked for my dirty stuff to wash, she 
was deciding for me. There was nothing to do so I gave her my dirty clothes and took a shower. 

16:20 Damir’s home - Mostar 18:00 Stari Most



Now it is 17:00. We will meet with some friends of Damir and Samira.  And hope-
fully I’ll jump from the bridge.

Yes! I jumped and the best friend of Samira, Jaska 

 gave me a kiss on the cheek. 
A traditional one and her face turned traditionally red. She is 23 and really prety. She wants to move to 
a big city and become a singer. The water was cold, jumping in gave me a sharp headache. When I was 
drying myself under the sun, the girls found me a painkiller. After that we sat in a café just next to the 

bridge. The city is separated between Bosnians and Croatians by the Neretva. You 
can see a cross on the mountain on the Croatian side. Damir told me the Croatian 
army bombed the bridge from that point. It should be a monument of shame. Not a 
cross. Passive aggressive bullshit. After a while we went for a walk. Almost every 
house is made of stone and there are bullet holes on some walls and ironically 
geraniums in front of the windows. “Don’t forget” is written on every corner. It is 
also ironic that all these bad memories are making the city more attractive for 
tourists. 

Damir told me he could show me a great place and now we are in a small village, 
Blagaj. The weather is milder here. Actually everything is milder, so peaceful. 

There is a very nice adobe sufi* tekke** which is located at the source of the Buna river 
(43.256268,17.903931). To feel the peace and go into this tekke you need to pay 2 Euros. It is so quiet 
inside that you can listen to the sound of the river. There is a dervish on a small stage who I guess will 
perform ney***. I hope soon. He wears traditional clothes. Dervishes, followers of rumi, believes all the 
creatures are parts of light which are broken apart from god. They invite everybody with a saying of 
Rumi;
 

and dance to reach the perfection with abandoning their egos, with very soft music performed by a ney 
player. He just said Bismillah and some other dervishes came in. Fuck, I guess they will perform a 
whole sufi whirling. I hope it won’t last too long because last time watching half an hour whirling I gave 
me nausea. 20 minutes after they started spinning Vahida called and saved my 
ass. She was waiting us for dinner. It is almost 20:30 and we are on the way back 
home. Everybody was ashamed because we left when the performance was still 
going on. It reminded me of Neyzen Tevfik****. He is the only ney player I heard of 
who takes everything easy. After 15 minutes we are at home and Vahida is waiting 
in front of the house.
 
It was a huge dinner. Now I can’t move anymore. Vahida forced us to eat more and 
more all night. I can go into a food coma, but it was extremely delicious and so 
similar to the Turkish cuisine. Only for dessert we ate something I am not familiar 
with, şilva pita which is made of plums. It was tasty too. Anyway, now I am in my 
room and it is almost 23:00. At the dinner I learned that there was a Bruce Lee 
statue in a park at the city center which was chosen as a symbol of the fight 
against ethnic divisions. But shortly afterward it got vandalized, removed for 
repairs but never returned to it’s place. Also I learned that Damir’s grandmother 

* sufism; is defined by its adherents as the 
inner, mystical dimension of Islam.
** dervish house.
*** is an end-blown flute that figures prominently in 
middle eastern music.
**** was a Turkish poet, satirist, ney performer and a 
drunken hero (1873-1953).

DAMIR’S HOUSE 
— ROOM 
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“come, come again, whoever you are, come!
 heathen, fire worshipper or idolatrous, come!
 come even if you broke your penitence a hundred times,
 ours is the portal of hope, come as you are.”



died in this bed. All this melancholia: save me Bruce Lee. It feels really weird. Then 
I remember my grandfather. Now I feel safe again. A lot of nice memories. He was really into poetry. He 
also liked Neyzen Tevfik. There is a very funny poem written by him.

“ihtiyarlik ile gençlik diyerek,            
su hayati ikiye böldürme! 
 ey büyükten de büyük allahim, 
benden evvel sikimi öldürme!” *

 
If Bruce can’t save me I am sure Tevfik will.
 

* don’t divide my life to youth and senility
oh my mightier than the mightiest god
don’t kill my dick before me.
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It is almost 09:00. Now we are in Damir’s car with Jaska and Samira. They will 
leave me at a gas station. I slept for almost 8 hours like a baby. When I woke up 
Vahida was awake. She gave me my clothes back, which she washed yesterday. 
They were even ironed. Then she woke Damir up and we had a huge and great 
breakfast. Just before we finished the breakfast, Samira and Jaska joined us. 
Before I left Vahida gave me a lot of borek for the road. She told me to take care 
and that from now on, I will always have a place to stay in Bosnia. I realized in 
Bosnia old people are more joyful than the young ones. They are more chic and 
happy even though they’ve lived through the nightmare times. They are the fol-
lowers of Alija* and they made it.
 
After 15 minutes we are at a gas station (43.327318,17.823925). Damir wants to 
wait till I find a car. He is even asking people for a ride. When he was busy 
searching I hugged Jaska and Samira. And he found one. Goodbye my friend, I 
know we will see each other again.
 
Now I am with two Serbian men who are going to Bileća lake** for fishing. Goran 

* Alija Izetbegović: activist, lawyer, author, philoso-
pher and politician, who, in 1990, became the first 
president of Bosnia and Herzegovina.
** is an artificial lake located in the municipality of 
Bileća, in the entity of Republika Srpska, Bosnia and 
Herzegovina.

08:00 Damir’s home - Mostar  09:10 a gas station

and Miroslav.  They are in their early 50’s. They look like they’ve 
known each other for a long time. Goran told me there are giant catfishes in the lake and Miroslav once 
caught one of nearly 40 kilograms. They also told me that people have lived hundreds of years where 
Bileća Lake sits now. They were forced to sell their houses when the river was dammed to supply fresh 
water to Montenegro. As Miroslav told me, once Goran caught a diver who weight at least 100 kilo-
grams with his equipment. They kept laughing together for a while, and they were funnier than their 
story. They asked me if I have ever gone fishing before. Actually I met Poyraz while fishing. We were 
using a 5 kilometer long log with at least 2000 hooks. So sometimes we caught a lot of fish. Actually I 
don’t even eat fish but I really liked being in the sea. I was the rower and I was doing it only to exercise 
and chill in the dark waters. But for Poyraz it was a job. He was selling the fishes and bringing home 
some money. So it wasn’t a sport for him. Yet they didn’t like the log idea. They were right there is no 
end with that. Log, dynamite, trawl, bla bla. To take more, people are ruining the equilibrium more and 
more.

08:00 Damir’s home - Mostar  09:10 a gas station

FOURTH DAY



 Now I am close to the Bileća turn (42.716853,18.352079). The road was in a bad 
condition. It took us almost two hours to come here. It is a little over 11:00.
 
After 10 minutes of hitchhiking a French couple took me in. They are going to 
Durmitor* for climbing. Victor and Elisabeth.

 Victor is a graphic designer and 
Elisabeth is a history student. They are really excited about the mountains and 
they know a lot about them.
 
Actually I also like mountains but they all look the same to me. Especially after 
the Netherlands, all that flat life, it is very nice to pass through the alps. For a 
while you forget you are living or you will die. You are not mortal anymore. I guess 
because of this feeling people always imagine gods are in the sky. As I remember 

it was Plato who introduces the idea of the immortality of the soul. Before that people were condemned 
to anticipate their own death. Always restless; a perpetual anxiety about death. Heidegger calls it angst. 
I like the word; angst and the mountains and the gods. I feel good.
 

11:00 Bileća turn 12:15 a car repair and wash place

Now I am in a car repair and wash shop (42.783272,18.926095). It is 12:15. A 
father and son are working together. Ivan and Baltazar.

 
Ivan is in his 50’s and Baltazar is in his 20’s. They are both very tall and they look alike. It is a bit 
freaky. It is an old shop, and everything in it looks like it is from the beginning of the industrial revolu-
tion. It gives the place a stable feeling. Normally technics develop faster than the culture but here they 
are going together. When they offer me some lemonade I offer them some borek. Their English is worse 
than mine. When we were eating a truck arrived. Danilo, 

11:00 Bileća turn 12:15 a car repair and wash place

IVAN 
AND 

BALTAZAR

* is a group of mountains and the name of a national 
park in northwestern Montenegro.



 also in his 50’s. He had a flat tire. It was easy to see 
they have been friends for a while. When Baltazar was fixing the tire he sat with us. I also offered him 
some borek. Then we started talking, the subject was money, the lack of it. He is carrying bauxite* to 
Podgorica and he can give me a lift until there.
 
It took half an hour for us to leave the service. They were really slow. When I mentioned it to Danilo he 
told me a joke; a man from Montenegro always keeps a chair next to his bed. Then he insisted me to ask 
why. After I asked, he said if he becomes tired from sleeping he can rest on that chair. It wasn’t funny 
but it made sense. When he didn’t get the attention that he expected he became more serious. He told 

me that the railway is under reconstruction so the truck drivers transport the 
bauxite and the railway will never be ready. So he will be able to keep this job for 
a long time. By the way, Montenegro is the youngest republic, looks poor but in 
the meantime it is much cleaner than Croatia or Bosnia.
 
Now I am in Podgorica (42.420619,19.25454). It is 13:50. He left me before turn-
ing right to the aluminum plant of Podgorica. I guess if I walk almost two kilom-
eters south it will be easier to find a car that will go on longer.

* is the main source of aluminum.

13:55 Podrogica 14:10 under a footbridge

 
I am under a footbridge (42.423577,19.268608). I wrote Tirana on a paper. I don’t 
want to hop in a car for just 30 kilometers anymore. I hope it won’t take long 
because I am way behind my schedule.
 
After 5 minutes another truck took me in. Memo,

 he is 27 years old but he looks 
older. He knows yes and no English but we manage to communicate. He is from 
Albania and transporting aluminum to Elbasan. He is coming from the aluminum 
plant of Podgorica so I walked for nothing. It is 14:15. At least I don’t need to find 
a car for another 200 kilometers. After 25 minutes we were at the border. All these 
borders; they are so absurd that governments do their best to make you feel them 
physically. I’ve lost a lot of time with all this queues and checkpoints. Only two 
cars can pass at a time at this one. And the border guards are really slow. But at 

13:55 Podrogica 14:10 under a footbridge

UNDER A FOOT-
BRIDGE 

(42.423577,19.268608)



the end we get in Albania. I saw Memo giving some money to the border guard 
with his papers. In this geography, corruption is everywhere.
 
Albania looks even poorer than Montenegro. The road is in such a bad situation 
that there is no asphalt in some parts. I can say this is the worst road on my trip 
by far. But at the same time you see a lot of luxury cars. Heaven of Mercedes or 
hell. As I heard there are many stolen cars here. So there should be a lot of 
thieves. I need to be careful. And there is a huge unemployment issue. Of course 
crime rises. Actually Albania has an unlucky history and a capital named Tirana. 
Plato’s idea doesn’t apply here, there is always worse and worse for Albania. In 
Enver Hoxha* times, for 50 years it was a prison. You couldn’t go out or come in. 
But I can see they even miss those days and during his era, they were probably 
missing the fascist times. Sometimes the thin line between fascism and communism 
disappears. Anyway, Enver Hoxha was a real radical and clinically paranoiac. 
There were nearly 700000 bunkers in the country because of his paranoia. Even 
god wasn’t allowed in this forsaken country. Officially, Albania is still atheist.
 
It is almost 18:00. I fell asleep. Memo woke me up at a gas station before the turn 
to Elbasan (41.106826,20.08942). This looks like a small Anatolian city. There are 
ready to explode apartments next to the gas station. One is really old and the 
other is really yellow. 200 kilometers in almost 4 hours. I need to decide: travel at 
night and reach Athens or stay one night in the north of Greece. Albania looks 
quite dangerous to sleep in a tent. Let’s get out of Albania first.
 
Two young guys took me in. Skender and Rrezag.

* was the Communist leader of Albania from 1944 until 
his death in 1985.
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 I am really lucky that they are 
going to Athens. Actually when I got into the car I found them a bit scary with 
their macho attitude. But at the end they are friendly. Skender knows a little 
English. But usually they talk Albanian and that still makes me a bit paranoid. At 
least they have a nice car and Rrezag drives really fast. I won’t be able to write.
 
It is 19:45. Again I was early to say I am lucky. We had a problem at the border. 
The police took them in and barly let me go. As I understood Skender has a very 
long criminal record and the trunk is full of imitation bags. Anyway now I am with 
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a Turkish couple; Ceyda and Kemal. 

CEYDA 
AND 

KEMAL

 They are on their way to 
Thessaloniki to visit the house that Ataturk was born in. They are both teachers and real Kemalists*. 
They are really excited about the trip and talking so proudly. It is like a pilgrimage for them. I also 
appreciate Ataturk but to believe in an ideology this blindly and make someone holy in the mind; it is 
really ridiculous. I will go almost 80 kilometers with them and probably I’ll count all of them. At least 
the road is in a good shape.
 
There are some abandoned houses, as I know Albanians used to live here, before they were forced to 
leave Greece. And as I know in this part of Greece there are a lot of Albanian people who work black. 
After the crisis in Greece things are getting really hard for the Greek and Albanian people. You can see 
people are collecting thrown out stuff in valleys.
 
It is almost 21:00. The sun will be gone at most in half an hour. They left me under the Grevena turn 

* was the political ideology of Mustafa Kemal Atatürk. 
There are six fundamental pillars of the ideology: 
republicanism, nationalism, populism, secularism, 
statism, revolutionism.
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sign (40.228202,21.549348). I ate my last borek watching the cars go by. There 
was a sign so ugly in a captivating way that I couldn’t take my eyes off it. It’s a 
greenish cyan plate with dark yellow in Greek and white in English text; blindingly 
ugly. There is nothing around and cars are passing quite fast. I have 450 kilom-
eters to Athens. I’ll try to hitchhike till it gets dark and if I can’t find a car I’ll 
set up my tent around here.
 
It was almost dark when two brothers took me in. They are twins. Matthaios and 

Petros.  They are 27 years old 
and turning back from a family trip in Ptolemaida. They told me their father used to work in a public 
power corporation, which produces 70% of the electrical power of Greece. They are both into politics. 
They took part in the recent riots. Anarchist twins. I really like them. As I remember everything start-
ed in December 2008 when the police killed a teenager. Then it turned into a big mess also because 
people were choking with economic problems. You hear similar stories in Turkey everyday. But nobody 
is doing anything there. I appreciate the Greeks. At least they are not keeping quiet about the unjust-
ness. If everyone acts the way the Greeks do, things could start to change. Anyways, we have almost 
300 kilometersto Athens and it is almost 23:00. I hope there won’t be any problems until Athens. I am 
really tired, I’ll try to sleep and if everything goes right I’ll be sleeping in Turkey tomorrow night.
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It is almost 03:30 and we just arrived at the twins’ home. They offered me to go 
to their place to stay till the morning. Actually I slept all the way. However I am 
still very tired and my back really hurts, a bed would indeed be nice. Their house 
is at the very center of the city. It is a big flat with two bedrooms and a huge 
living room, so I can have the couch. I assume they have a rich family. Petros 
directly went to bed. He was the one driving all the way. But Matthaios doesn’t 
look like he needs sleep, very talkative. He is really interested in my trip. He 
asked me if I want tea and some spanakopita, which their mother made. Now we 
eat.
 
The spanakopita was really delicious. It is very similar to borek. Second time. 
Lucky me. Matthaios told me it is only 650 meters to the post office and it opens 
at 07:30. I need to go to the post office because I’ll send the travel log back to 
Amsterdam. If I get caught, I shouldn’t have it on me and I could also lose it when 
I am swimming. I need to call Poyraz. He’ll be waiting for me after 01:00. After 
I give the signal with the laser he’ll come closer to Bayrak Island. Then he’ll pick 
me up with his boat. 16 months of military service. I am not sure if I can handle 
it. Just before this trip I read that in 10 years almost 1000 soldiers committed 
suicide. It is more than the soldiers who were killed by terrorists. I don’t even 
want to think about it. The post office is almost one kilometer from Monastiraki 
Metro Station. And almost 10 kilometersfrom Pireaus. Matthaios said it won’t be 
easy to hitchhike to Piraeus. So probably I’ll use public transportation for the 
first time on this trip. And if I can’t find a boat I need to take the ferry. Again, 
second time. I am coming Pythagoras. Open your arms. 

It is 04:10. Matthaios is still awake. I don’t feel so sleepy anymore either.
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It is 07:00. We chatted a lot about politics. In the end I feel like he is not into 
politics at all. He just likes the idea. And maybe he is just awake because I could 
steal something. Or maybe I am so tired and became paranoid. Actually he is 
really nice to me. It is time to leave.
 
Now it is 07:40. Matthaios walked with me to the post office. I am feeling ashamed 
about my paranoia. He will even come to the port to help with the boats. We are 

in the post office. I just talked to Poyraz.  He’ll 
be waiting for me. So far, everything is going as planned. First I’ll try my chance with the boats. If 
I can’t find one, the ferry leaves at 12:00, so we will have a lot of time. I’ll reach the south of Samos by 
22:45. It‘ll be dark but I will have enough time to figure it out. I hope everything will go well. I guess 
there is nothing more to say. I am still in one piece, we will see. Goodbye.
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